AT THE CALL OF DEATH         39
" It was only yestreen that she played
Mid the flowers by the jungle rill, And the tiger sprang and was gone,
And we were alone on the hill. 'Twas the wife who heard the scream.
I tracked to the devil's lair, But little I found on the sodden ground,
Save this lock of the dead child's hair."
And he held up a raven tress,
The points were clotted and red. " I seek revenge," he cried,
" Revenge for the child who is dead. I have run for ten long leagues,
And my feet are worn with the race, But back I will run, ere the day be done,
If my lord will take up the chase,
" Or give me a sword and spear.
Ere the rays of morning wake, I will go myself to the lair,
And my own revenge I will take." Then Bhim he whispered the king,
" Is this but idle breath ? Here is proof enow of my words,
Love wakes at the call of death*"
But the king turned round to his grooms.
" Give the man a horse," he cried, <* I take up the dead child's gage,"
And the tress in hifl helmet tied,